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THE RATING OF MISS BOND

The current beliel in Belford's innermost circle (hat
Miss Lond was o good woman was shared by Miss BDond
bherscll, Net Lhal she ever said she was good ; on the
contrary, she called hersell w great sinner, and would
expaliale at length to o patient listener on her faults,
which somehow. 1 her narration of them, were made Lo
appeur as virtues mn disgise,  Father Cudahy, her pas-
tor, may hare doubted her gqualilications for immediate
canonisation, it he carefully kept his doubts to him-
self. The rapid succession of servants who.served her
for periods pore or less short were not diffident., They
said there was no standing her temper, and spoke of her
ccomonies with contewpt and with allusions to misers
and their habits.

When Miss [Dond heard how her character was as-
persed, she did not fly mto n passion, All she did was
to sigh and say that she hnew her faults, and that
stingmess .and temwper were not among them. If anye
thing, she was too meckh and patient ; and, though not
a spendthnit, her heart was open to give,

One servant had remuuned with her ten years, and
great renown she guve her mustress. The women of her
set, saad ot was petivetly Jovely in dear Miss Bond to
put up with Margovet Callabhsy Margaret was so
stupid.  She never did seem to learn, and the mistakes
she made were enough to try the patience of a saint,
“But. then, Elrabeth Bond 15 a saint, if ever there wis
une,

Un o certain Wednesday, the eve of the Ascension,
Miss Bond was instructing Margaret 1n dulies apper-
taining to a luncheon she was about to give, and that
was to cclipse anything of the kind ever Lefore given in
Belford.

“ You will bring lhe dishes to ihe door only, Iiwella
will hand them round.  Under no cirecumstances are vou
to enter the room.’ she said, premplorily!

“And what, m'am, If you's be Pleased to tell e,
is a green and white luncheon ? ° asked Margaret, with
visions o1 dear hnows what in her mind.  For she waos
very patriotic; and, having nothing clse to give, gave
her quota of prayvers to the ' cherished countiry.’

Miss Bond's countenance assumed a look that fore-
bode Lrouble.

‘T wish yvou would pay attention, Margaret,” she re-
proved * You will brmg nothing to Luelln but what
cook gives you 10 brimg.’

“And 1f she be short of a knife or a fork—it might
be o spoon—'

‘Tshaw ' T miean the eatablea, You are to bring
them 1 the ovder cook hands them to you. 1o you
understand %

“Indecd T do. maam. ' said Margaret, and shook her
head wisely And I aemember now,” she continued,
‘thcdkni\ es and torks are 1m the cupboard by the side-
board—'

‘And there’s another thing,” hurried on Miss Dond,
intertupting “Luclla's hands will be full of things
tou ought to attend to !’ (Margatel's countenance fell )
“You will have to answer the bell I give you credit
for neatness , be your neatest on Monday °’

Margaret was all sniles now Yith a courtesy sho
had learned at howme, she exclaumed, with assured conh-
deave

“Tiust e for that, wa'am ' *

Miss Rond nodded hev head, and adsding, * That's all
for the present,’ (rsmissed Margmet, and turned her at-
tertion to the weilmg-table hetore her, whreh was lit-
tered with note-paper of viurous slees and divers timts.

‘I should hase a scecrelary, All these notes to
write, myv correspondence ;. and  that upstart Symthe
woman, whont 11 have to invite, hog ore !’ she grum-
bled to hetselt g5 she ruminaged through a heap of
envelopes, pausing 1o extract ane wilth a jerk .

" Tather  Cudahy’y evertasting  collections  for the
church ' ' she mard,” hall aloud. wand glanced  over the
printed mgtter ou the cureiope’s face, * We had one at
FFaster @ does he think people have nothimg else to do
with then money but hand it over to him—'

A sharp knock at the door, 1ts flaing open suddenly,
and the votrance o1 Luella with cap strings streaming,
brought Miss Dond™s soltloquy to an abrupt conclusion

‘1 do wish, Luelia, you would epter A room without
creating o dranght '’ <he claculnted, testily

Not. noticing the reproal otherwise than hy a sharyp-
et of *her o, the gt handed her o letter

Hit's the dressmaler’s Wl . she left at herseli, This
niahes the third time <he's Ieft 11, <aid Luella, in o voice
without sentunent, and nasally phonographic.

Mise Pond's lare gprew wery red CSure bhut very
slon,” was what 1he propte swd of her paviments

" Do vou know that vou are very impertinent 7’ che
saad, slowly

Laella's chin was  Tifte higher, and
warmng an the meck, tanes of her 1oply

Cdndeed  Mrs 0 onever knew it wos an unperimenee
Lo speak the tiuth ’

Miss Bond would have Tihed to order the pirl out of
the house . bat, the lincheon moview, she contented her-
sell with orderimg her onut of {he room.’

Her voice shightly eles ated, Iuella retorted that she
would gladiv give up her place 1if Miss Dond would kind-
ly pay her hor wages.

* Why, Luella !’ gasped the misiress.

theie mas a

* Why, Luella!’ mimicked the girl. * What you'd
like to do is to box my ears ; and 1 don't blame you for
that, Jor you're thinking about Yyour Juncheon. DBut
won’t Margaret do lor the green part of it ? For, dear
hnows, she s green, stopping on here all these years, and
tor thanks nothing but hag, nag irom morning to night,
and erery pinch of salt you use reckoned up and count-
ed again’ you. And 1t is mean keeping a lady waiting
for a Ill as you've hept Miss Haydon, and she a mem-
ber of your €Church—which 1 huven't a word to say
agaln’ ; for that poor, patient Margaret of yours has
made me mast to {ove 1t But 1'd hate it if ali Catho-
hies were hkhe you. And I'm §0rry to havo to speak so,
hut the truth’s the truth. And 1 can’t stand it longer
—I1 caanot !’

Luclla fairly screamed the lust words, and then hurst

inte o ftood of tears.
Miss Bond sat upright in her chair, too stunned to
speak.  (ross rudeness she had received from servants,
but never had she been so berated to her face. A close
and nagging woman she was from habit and not from
nature, but she was not a foolish woman, By ne means
did she believe the charges brought against her to be
true to ther full extent; but she did acknowledge to
herselt that she had been somewhat at fault. She re-
menmbered how civil and  gentla Luella had been when
first 1 her employ ; how she had taken to going to Mass
with Margaret, her gradual deterioration to insolence,
her dropping of Mass altogether.

Luella was still sobbing when Miss Bond had com-
posed herself to say, not without dignity :

“If you rewlly wish to leave me I cannot keep you,
hut suppose you give me another trial ? We both might
do something to restrain ourselves, I am not thinking
ol the luncheon: T am thinking of Margaret, who, =as
you sy, 18 a good woman. It is trus, though, that
you serve beautifully 1n the dining-room.’

Luella gazed at her mistress in astonishment.

“1 thought all along, Miss, that I was not giving
you satisfaction,’ she stammered.

" You thought very wrong,” returned Miss Bond ; and
she was about Lo add that no one could complain justly
ot Luella's service, when it occurred to her that™ she
herselt had often found fault with it, and had never till
to-day given it a word of commendation.

‘Then, Miss,' said Luella, sheepishly, “if you'll
pardon my words, I'd e glad to stop; for indeed I’d
be sorrty to part with Margaret.’

The girl’s speech struck her as unintentionally rude,
and she was about 1o say so with considerable asperity,
when Luella eontinued :

-1 don't think, Miss, ydu know half ithe good there
is in Margaret. She is slow in her woays and hard to
learn ; bul, Miss, do you know where almost every penny
of her wages goes 7'

‘No,” Miss Bond replied, ‘I do not.'

"To her old mother i Boston ; and she hasn't seen
her  since  she’s been here—not having the time or the
woney Lo pay her way, thouch its a trifle of three dol-
lars gomng and coming. Her mother is often very sick ;
aund ['ve sonictimes thought, Miss, the trouble of it,
and  not  secing her is what makes her seem stupid ;
though stupid she 1sn't about her religion, as §{I  well
I now 7

Something hhe shame sent the color to Miss Bond’s
cheehs She had never been gentle with Margaret, had
considered herselt a model of forbearance in keeping her
m her employ, and now came this story of hidden sacri-
e and a1l hnowledge that, after all was said that
could he saad to the contrary, the girl was a treasure
m her houschokld

“1oam glad jou have told me this, Luella ;'  and
now that you have coneluded to give me another trial,’
she said, toying with the papers before her, '1’ll go on
with v correspondence ° .

" l'mosorry L ospoke Lo you as I dud, Miss ; and if I
had the chances you have, I'd go to confession dor it,’
satd Buella, and she slippoed noisclessly out of the room.

Coniession ! She had gone last Edster, She thought
for a long while, and the end of her thoughts was to
ask herself 1f she was not a wicked woman. And a3
she asked herselt this question, her eyes fell on the en-
relope  contaming  the dressmaker’s bill. Mechanically
sha piched 1t up, mechanically she opened it. The biil
she hnew by heart, not s0 the pitiful letter that accom-
pamed 1t—a detter 1 which many sores were exposed.
i the weli-to-do ¥new one-half the pain it causes the
mdependent poor to expose their individual sores, surely
they would teel sorry for them. Migs Haydon begged
for what was her own; and to get 1t she felt herseif
obhiged to tell of a brother maintained at the seminary
mamly by the [fruits of her toil, and of a grinding
poverty at home,

Miss Bopd folded the letter, carefully replaced 1t in
its envelope, and locked it 11 a drawer of her writing-
table. Then she took up ihe bill and went over its
ems. every one of which she had, to use a vulgar
phrase, * jewed down.” Not without n sigh—for people
do not instantly overcome had habits, least of all pe-
nurions people—she altered the sum total of the bill to
vhe fymire her awakened conscience told her it should
be This done, she wrote a short note, in which she
sad she had erred in her previous caleulations, and that
she  wounld call m a day or so about some work she
contemplated for Migs ITavdon ; and she hoped her delay
in setthng a very st clam would be overlooked., The
note she enclosed, with the Lill and its amount, in an
envelope, and  touched an clectric Dbutton twice, that
being Mangaret’s signal.

Margaret hurried to the room, her face shiiling, her
eyes red. Miss Bond had often noticed those red eyes
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